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Hunting for the proverbial needle in an up-to- 
date haystack is child’s play compared with a 
search for pictures with which to illustrate history 
—especially Masonic history. 

Not that illustrations are necessary to hold down 
a reader’s attention in any subject—but ordinary 
readers are so human—so very human. They want 
all the good things in sight. At a hotel they 
eagerly scan the bill of fare for the side dishes 
of the artist in cooking. If they open a book they 
seek just as eagerly in the chapters of letter press 
for the interleaved illustrations that are served 
up by the artist in half-tone. The entrees of the 
chef satisfy the physical, the half-tones of the 
picture-maker the mental taste. Besides, pictures 
fix in the memory much that might without them 
pass into oblivion. 

These thoughts recall a pleasant June afternoon 
on an Atlantic liner and a talk with M. W. Bro. 
J. Ross Robertson, the Past Grand Master of the 
Grand Lodge of Canada, who, as Craft readers— 
yes, and the Canadian world at large—know, com- 
pleted a few months ago an elaborate history of 
Masonry in Canada. 

We were enjoying a quiet afternoon—the per- 
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fection of June weather. The sun was bright; in 
the sky were a few fleecy clouds; the sea was with- 
out a ripple, not the semblance of a cap was to be 
seen. The thermometer was moving about in the 
sixties and the barometer, so the deck steward 
said, promised Queen’s weather. As the liner cut 
through the water at a—to be exact—five-hundred- 
and three-mile a day rate, we looked seaward, rest- 
ing on our deck chairs and talked of Masonry in 
Canada. Yes, and if the reader of this chat be 
historically inclined, he may amplify his knowledge 
of Craft work in Canada quite readily by a reading 
of Bro. Robertson’s massive volumes. 

It is not Bro. Robertson’s history of the Craft 
that leads me to this write-up—the letter press Ill 
leave for another time. 

To-day, I talked to him about the pictures—yes, 
the pictures—400 of them—yes, nearly five, and all 
of them rare—every one a gem—a wealth of illus- 
tration that amazes readers, whether Craftsmen 
or not, and puzzles picture and print men. I asked 
Bro. Robertson: 

“Where did these art gems come from? Where 
have they been hidden all the years of this cen- 
tury? How did you unearth them? How did you 
get 2,000 pages of letter press into shape?” 

“Well,” said Bro. Robertson, ‘‘this liner would 
have to make quite a few trips across the Atlantic 
before it would cover the length of journeys made 
to give the Craft in Canada all that I have written 
between the covers of my two volumes. The let- 
ter press is the outcome of a close reading of not 
less than 30,000 pages of Masonic MSS. and general 
literature—historical and Masonic—stored, a lot of 
it, in Great Britain, some in the United States 
and much of it, yes the bulk of it, in Canada.” 

“But what a time it must have taken to get 
through such a mass of stuff.” 

“It certainly did take time, but truth, not time 
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was the essence of the contract. I wanted facts, all 
capable of proof by documentary evidence—no 
filmy tradition, and, therefore, the time occupied 
would run into years, say sixteen, for the letter 
press, and of that sixteen a couple for the pictures. 
When I say this I am trying to make a good guess. 
Fancy a month at a time in London in the British 
Museum and weeks in old print shops searching 
for pictures.” 

“But there must have been a lot of incidents in 
your researches. You did not order up a picture 
just as you would order your dinner on this 
Atlantic service.” 

“No, indeed. I was nearly a month on the 
search before I captured the print of the Vanguard. 
T’ll tell you about that picture later on. As for 
incidents, my hunt was full of incidents. The 
trouble was that there were so many hunts, just 
bristling with incident. When I look at some of 
the reproductions I have to smile at the ins and 
outs of that particular hunt cross my mind. I 
have had queer experiences. I have, as the small 
boy would say in hide-and-seek, been hot and cold 
in my quest’for pictures. What disappointments I 
have had just when ready to land a print, month 
after month, yes, year after year, like a detective 
on a trail, and then in the end to know that I 
might as well have tried to grasp a shadow on the 
wall.” 

“But you have had a lot of success. Four or 
five hundred engravings are not bound up inside of 
two thousand printed pages without some effort. 
especially when three-fourths are from originals.” 

“That’s true enough. The fact is that I have 
spent months at a time in the best libraries of the 
old world, the National Library at Paris, the British 
Museum in London, and that of the Grand Lodge 
of England in Great Queen street, London—the 
centre from which all Craft Masonry in England 
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radiates. All these are good libraries. For MSS. 
and prints the British libraries are far in ad- 
vance. The National Library in Paris has but 
little Canadian—either in books, MSS. or print. 
It has one set of Bartlett’s sketches which are not 
all rare. Many of them can be bought for a penny 
apiece in London. It has also a few lithos of 
Halifax, N.S., engraved during the eighteenth cen- 
Curry. | 

“How about British collections?” 

“Well, of works concerning Canada the great 
museum in London has a fair collection—that is 
fair when compared with the unique collection in 
the Public Library at Toronto and the Parliament- 
ary Library at Ottawa. In drawings, engravings 
and photographs the Museum is rich. Its print 
room is a treasure fold. The pleasant weeks 
I have spent in sixteen years in the print room 
and in the great circular reading room brought me 
ample return.” 

“ Where did you find the Vanguard print?” 

“In the print room of the Museum. The Van- 
guard was the ship on which Bro. Dunckerley held 
a lodge at Quebec in 1760. I had almost given that 
chase up. I had explored the print and model 
room of the Royal United Service Institution 
opposite the Horse Guards, and examined every 
naval history in its book shelves that had a picture, 
spent a long day at Greenwich Hospital examining 
models of men-of-war from 1650 and photographing 
oil paintings of groups of war-ships that might 
contain the Vanguard, for I couldn’t take the oils 
away and therefore had to submit the photos to 
an expert. But all in vain. I thought I had the 
ship in an oil painting showing the fire fleet of the 
French attempting to pass through the British 
fieet off Quebec in 1759, but my expert friend said 
I was on the wrong track. So my effort in that 
direction came to an untimely end.’ 
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“What was your next try?” 

“ Well, I knew that the Vanguard was at Quebec 
in 1758 and again in 1759, and I remembered seeing 
some engravings of Quebec and the St. Lawrence 
with men-of-war in the stream, made in 1759-60 
by Capt. Harvey Smyth, one of Wolfe’s aides. 


“ These engravings were in the print room of the 
British Museum. One engraving had a view of 
Quebec made by Smyth on board the Vanguard 
and in this picture were two men-of-war lying in 
front of the city. These engravings I had photo- 
graphed. Inthe original engravings these ships are 
about three-quarters of an inch long. I enlarged them 
to three inches for better examination, so as to see 
if the build of the ship and number of guns carried 
corresponded with the printed and MSS. descrip- 
tions I had of her. But all to no purpose. My 
expert friend who, by the way, can tell you the 
build of every ship in the navy from the earliest 
days, pointed to the flags each ship was flying. 
One had the admiral’s flag, the other the vice- 
admiral’s flag, and as neither the admiral nor his 
vice was on the Vanguard that settled my search 
as far as that picture was concerned.” 

“Did you despair ?” 

“No, I did not. I had another look at the print 
room catalogue and found companion engravings, 
one a ship of war entering Wolfe’s Cove, near Que- 
bec, and another of a ship of war passing the 
Pierced Rock on the Gaspe coast. I examined 
both and to my delight I found that the last-named 
picture had been made by Capt. Harvey Smyth 
prior to 1760, while in the Vanguard as she passed 
the Pierced Rock on her way to England. This 
looked near my goal. Once more I made use of the 
camera. I reproduced the picture in enlarged form 
and my cup of satisfaction overflowed when my 
expert friend told me that the ship was undoubt- 
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edly the long-sought Vanguard. But this did not 
satisfy me. I knew that if the Vanguard was off 
the Pierced Rock in 1758 her log would give me 
the day and date.” 

* Her log, did you say?” 

“Yes, her log. Fancy seeking for the log of a 
British man-of-war that floated in the St. Lawrence 
in 1758.” 

“The actual MSS. log?” 

“Yes. England is a wonderful country and Lon- 
don is not so slow a town. It has its wealth in 
gold and in MSS. records—no other city in the 
world has the same. It was not to the Museum 
nor any library that I sped this time—no, but to 
the Public Record Office in Chancery Lane—the 
great storehouse of official MSS. I entered its 
examining room, wrote my wants on a slip of paper 
—a printed form—handed it to an attendant, and 
before I was fairly seated at the table waiting for 
an answer, the attendant, with a ponderous volume, 
weighing pounds, planted on the table the original 
log of the Vanguard for 1758 and the entry in the 
handwriting of the officer of the day, showing that 
the Vanguard was in Gaspe Bay on the 5th Sept., 
and off the Pierced Rock on the 20th Sept., 1758. 
That’s how I found the Vanguard.” 

“Did you make many Canadian historical finds 
in your hunt for Masonic pictures?” 

“Yes, quite a number, some very important. 
For instance, one day while I was searching in the 
King’s Library in the British Museum, I opened a 
portfolio that was a revelation to me and to all 
who now know of it. It was a collection of original 
drawings of Canadian views and scenes by Mrs. 
Simcoe, wife of Sir John Graves Simcoe, Gover- 
nor of Upper Canada, 1792-7—a welcome find. No 
one seemed to have dropped on to it, although it 
was presented by the Governor to King George III. 
in 1800, and has been for nearly a century in the 
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library. The portfolio had thirty-two pictures of 
part of Canada by the actual hand of Mrs. Simcoe 
during her sojourn in Canada. Many were bits of 
land and waterscape on the lakes of old Upper 
Canada, some were views of towns and town sites; 
Kingston in 1792, Toronto Harbour in 1792, show- 
ing the shores from the garrison east to the Don. 
Another of the Mohawk village on the Grand River, 
with the Indian Council House and the house of 
Capt. John Brant. It is the only picture extant of 
the original village. Nothing stands to-day except 
the old church. This picture is unique, for it shows 
the original elevation of the church with the spire 
at its east end. In 1829 the church was renovated, 
the spire taken down and rebuilt at the west end 
instead of at the east and the entrance to the 
church was changed from the east to the west end. 
Then in this collection I found a picture of Navy 
Hall, Governor Simcoe’s residence at the mouth of 
the Niagara River, and a capital view of Queenston 
with the barracks of the Queen’s Rangers. This 
regiment had an early and well worked lodge, when 
it was stationed at York in 1798. The lodge room 
was in one of the row of log houses at the east end 
of the Fort, which, however, was not burnt in 
ts12>° 

“What about the Grand Lodge Library in Lon- 
don?” 

“The Grand Ledge of England has a good library 
at Freemasons’ Hall, and Bro. Sadler, the Grand 
Sub-Librarian, has a fine collection of Masonic 
prints and engravings. Sadler’s work in and for 
that library could not be repaid in gold. He knows 
every book, cover to cover, and the MSS. and prints 
are to him as household words. The old brother is 
a walking Craft encyclopedia. I shall always ap- 
preciate his help in my work.” 

*T heard you say at a lodge meeting in Toronto 
some years ago, that you had a lively search after 


the faces of some of the early Provincial Grand 
Masters of Canada?” 

“Yes, the past rulers of the Craft in Canada 
from 1759 down to 1845 have in a way been a 
source of anxiety to me. I have been for years on 
the look-out for pictures of two or three, like 
Lieut. Guinnett, of Lodge No. 192, Irish Register, 
in the 47th Regiment—the first Provincial Grand 
Master at Quebec in 1759—or Col. Simon 
Fraser, son of old Lord Lovat. Fraser installed 
the officers of the lodges in the Ancient City, in 
June, 1760. Then Bro. Spanner of the 28th Regi- 
ment, acted in 1761, Bro. Milbourne West, followed 
by Lieut. Turner, both of the 47th. I have never 
been able to find a portrait of any of these breth- 
ren, nor of Bro. John Collins (you know John Col- 
lins? It’s popular nowadays, more easily found 
than the picture of the old Provincial Grand Mas- 
ters). Another picture that I looked in vain for, 
was that of Col. Christopher Carleton, a nephew of 
Sir Guy Carleton. He was in the 29th Foot and 
was Provincial Grand Master in 1786 at Quebec. 
He died and was buried there. But my efforts 
were unsuccessful. The late Lord Dorchester 
diligently sought, at my request, for his ancestor’s 
picture in the archives and picture rooms of the 
Carleton family, but without avail. He said that it 
never had been painted—certainly it had never 
been engraved. Bros. Guinnett, Fraser, West, 
Spanner and Turner were on Abraham’s Plains 
with Wolfe. These were the men who held the 
Craft together in Quebec from 1759-68. 

“The most valuable find in connection with 
Masonry in Quebec about 1761, was the Craft cer- 
tificate of Lieut. James Leslie, of Select Lodge at 
Quebec. I have to thank Bro. J. B. McLean, 
of Montreal, for the tip as to this picture. He 
knew that I was keen for old Quebec documents, 
for I had told him of the finding of three sheets of 


the minutes of the Grand Lodge of Quebec of 1781, 
in the waste paper basket of a bookbinder’s shop in 
Quebec about 1800. Capt. Norman Leslie allowed 
me to reproduce his ancestor’s certificate. Bro. 
W. J. Hughan says that certificate and the war- 
rant of the lodge at Detroit in 1764, are two of the 
most valuable finds ever made in connection with 
Masonry in America. 

“In my quests in Britain I had quite an experi- 
ence, particularly in searching for Bro. Simon 
McGillivray’s portrait. You know he was the 
brother who came to York (Toronto) in 1822, and 
by order of the Duke of Sussex, reorganized the 
Craft in Upper Canada. 

“All that I Knew of McGillivray’s life and history 
could have been written on a ten-cent piece. He 
was connected with the North-west Company which 
preceded the Hudson Bay Company, and some one 
told me that he was a director of the Canada Com- 
pany. The Hon. Geo. W. Allan, of Toronto, 
referred me to the Canada Company’s office in 
London, England, for information. But the ignor- 
ance of the officials in that office was most pro- 
found. They knew but little. They admitted that 
such a man had been born, yes, had lived, and had 
had the honour of a directorship in the company, 
about seventy or eighty years ago, but this was all. 
They amplified this information with the fact that 
he was an old bachelor and had passed away with- 
out kith or kin.” 

“And so, Bro. Robertson, you were side-tracked 
again?” 

“Yes, but only to switch on to the main line 
again, aS soon as opportunity offered. I admit that 
I felt out of sorts at my non-success, but I soon 
re-built my shattered hopes and started off once 
more to trace the second Provincial Grand Master 
of old Upper Canada.” 

“What did you do?” 
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“Well, I did what I should have done at the out- 
set. I visited Somerset House in the Strand, and 
with the aid of that most serviceable coin, a British 
shilling, I read the will of Simon McGillivray, who 
died at Dartmouth Row, Blackheath, in 1840. I 
found that he was a son-in-law of his executor, Sir 
John Easthope, the proprietor of the London Morn- 
ing Chronicle. But beyond that nothing more.” 

“Did this end your search?” 

‘No, I crossed the Thames, walked for miles in 
the neighbourhood of Blackheath, to find Dart- 
mouth Row, but it, like McGillivray, had passed 
away. After a ten-mile tramp, occupying from 
early morning until late afternoon, calling at a 
dozen houses, interviewing postmasters, postmis- 
tresses and Officials, and looking over old maps 
and plans, I gave up the search for that day.” 

“And did that finish your effort?” 

INO, Situdids not. I refreshed myself with an 
hour’s rest and then I picked up the London Direc- 
tory. I wrote a letter, setting forth my wants, 
to the only representative of the name of 
McGillivray to be found in the commercial 
section of the _ directory. Then I wrote to 
the address of every Auldjo in the directory. I 
knew that McGillivray had had a cousin or relative 
named Auldjo, who was H. M. Consul at Geneva 
for years. I posted my letters and awaited the 
result. The next afternoon’s late post brought me 
a letter from the one McGillivray, stating briefly, ‘I 
know nothing of the McGillivray you are in search 
of. So that on the first round I was knocked out, 
but I smiled on the second round, for the next post 
brought me a courteous letter from a Mrs. Auldjo, 
of Queen’s Gate, Kensington, suggesting that if I 
would call on Messrs. Berkley, Smith & Son, Gray’s 
Inn, my desire for information about McGillivray 
would be satisfied.” 

“So that you had success in sight?” 

“Yes, IT visited the firm—a legal one—one that for 


a century or so had occupied a suite of offices in 
Gray’s Inn. A junior member received me court- 
eously, introduced me to his father, a kindly gentle- 
man of the old school, who listened attentively to 
my plaint, and, as I finished, said: ‘Yes, we know 
tbe Auldjo family,’ and pointing to an exquisite 
bust by Tassi in the corner of the room, said: 
‘That is a bust of Mr. Auldjo, McGillivray’s cousin, 
when he was British Consul at Geneva.’ ”’ 

* You were fortunate indeed.” 

“Yes, fortunate for the time being, but my 
troubles were not half over. The firm said that 
McGillivray was a son-in-law of Sir John Easthope 
and that by his marriage he had had a daughter, 
who married sometime in the sixties, Rear Admiral 
Dawkins, of the British Navy. They did not know 
his address, but that might be obtained at the 
Admiralty. Yes, it ‘might’ be obtained at the 
Admiralty. There are many very good things 
that might be obtained at the Admiralty, but infor- 
mation as to the addresses of retired British 
Admirals is one of the articles that are not kept on 
the bargain counters of that honoured institution.” 

“Surely they did not refuse the information?” 

“No, they did not refuse. They simply declared 
that to give the address of a British Admiral might 
cause such a fracture of the rules and regulations 
of the Admiralty that the official, who aided or 
abetted in said fracture, might have to drink super- 
annuation tea for the remainder of his life.” 

* Well, you surprise me.” 

“Surprise you! Why it nearly took my breath 
away. I explained to the courteous official—a 
retired quartermaster—that I was not a summons- 
server, that I had nothing in the shape of a writ 
concealed on my person and that my enquiries 
were made with friendly, not hostile intent to the 
Admiral aforesaid.” 

* Did he soften?” 
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“Yes, he said I had better enquire at the Pay- 
master’s office a few feet away. I did so, but 
again encountered my Nemesis. The clerk whom 
I addressed said that to accede to my request was 
the unpardonable sin of that particular office, that 
to give the required address meant official decapi- 
tation, if ‘hari kari’ on the part of the offender did 
not intervene, but that if I addressed a letter to the 
Admiral it would be duly forwarded.” 

“You did that, of course?” 

“No, on the contrary I did not do it. I told the 
clerk that I was a Canadian, that I wanted the 
Admiral’s address for historical purposes and that, 
as I was leaving for Canada immediately, he might 
oblige me. He said, ‘ You had better let me for- 
ward your letter; the sooner you do so the quicker 
you will get an answer.’ I said: ‘No.’ I had 
thought of another way out. I could make no 
impression on the official. He was most civil— 
not a bad sort at all—but firm as a well-set anchor. 
I thought I saw the glint of a smile on his face as 
I turned away. Back again went I to the old quar- 
termaster and I quickly enlisted him in my service 
—for the time being anyhow. The old gentleman 
was quite a connoisseur in coins. He looked with 
the eye of an expert on a piece of gold which had 
been rendered valuable by the impress of the 
Queen’s head. I went over the situation with him; 
opened my mind to him, and finally he suggested 
a letter to the Paymaster-General, adding that it 
would be his special care to see that I received a 
speedy answer. I acted as prompted. I penned 
my request, enclosed my card, told the old quarter- 
master that in my opinion he should be an Admiral, 
and that my influence was at his service if he 
would but get me the coveted answer, and that I 
would be back in an hour. 

“*T’]1 do my best for you sir. I can’t do more— 
but give me an hour and a half.’ 
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“T readily agreed and awaited results. I passed 
an hour and a half in the gallery of the House of 
Commons, listening, I remember, to an impertinent 
Scotch member baiting a Government postoffice of- 
ficial about the ‘wretched mail service in the north 
of Scotland. The Scotchman made the official 
promise a better service. This was on a Wednesday 
and I had to leave for Liverpool at midnight on 
Friday to catch the steamer—and if successful I 
wanted to have a reply from the Admiral.” 

“JT fancy you got what you wanted?” 

“T did, but not as readily as you might suppose.” 

“Why, didn’t your letter bring a reply ?” 

“Yes, it did, but not at the first call. I went 
back to the Admiralty and found that no answer 
had arrived, that I must call later in the day, and 
even then there was no certainty of a favourable 
reply, for my first effort and non-success were 
well-known to the old quartermaster. Finally, I 
made a last call. It looked like a forlorn hope to 
me, but it would never do.to give up.” 

“Did you go back the same day?” 

“The same day—yes, within the appointed time. 
My naval friend said that no letter had yet arrived, 
but that he expected one shortly. He called one 
of half-a-dozen old seamen who were acting as 
messengers in the waiting-room and sent him off 
to the Paymaster’s office—but without result. A 
second man was posted off ten minutes later, but 
he, too, came back empty-handed. Then after a 
second interval of ten minutes a third was sent out 
with an extra special order whispered in his ear. 
This veteran, who wore medals, had luck on his 
side—luck for both of us. He brought back a 
dozen letters—surely one was for me. The old 
quartermaster examined them and finally picked 
out one and handed it to another seaman-messen- 
ger, directed him to a room leading off the waiting- 
room. Back came the messenger with the informa- 


tion that the official named was not in his room 
and that the behest of the quartermaster could 
not be attended to. The old gentleman was my 
friend. He gave another order—to the same man 
—pbut to another room, and in less than two min- 
utes he returned smiling as if he had received an 
increase in his pension. The letter had evidently 
passed before the proper official eye, for the 
envelope bore marks of an official pen, and in a 
moment I slipped from the envelope a sheet of 
official blue foolscap decorated at its head with 
the official seal and containing the brief, but emi- 
nently satisfactory information that ‘Rear Admiral 
Richard Dawkins resided at Maisonette, Stoke 
Gabriel, Devon, England.’ Thus ended the first 
act in my search. The next was to hear from the 
Admiral.” 

“That was no trouble, was it?” 

“No, not only no trouble but a great deal of 
pleasure. I wrote to the Admiral that night, and 
by the return mail I received a kindly letter, stat- 
ing that both he and his wife would be pleased to 
do what they could to further my desires. He 
added that he was an old member of the Craft and 
that in his dining-room at Maisonette hung an oil 
by Renagle, R.A., of Simon McGillivray, his father- 
in-law, in Masonic regalia, as Provincial Grand 
Master of Upper Canada, when in York in 1822.” 

“And we have his portrait in Toronto?” 

“Yes, I had it copied in oil and it now hangs with 
those of Bros. Jarvis, Fitzgibbon, Beikie, Dr. Kerr, 
Ziba Phillips, McNab and Ridout, all past rulers of 
the Craft, presented by me to the Masonic Hall 
Trust in the Temple building.” 

“Tt must have gratified the Admiral and his 
wife?” 

“Yes, and all their family. I spent some pleas- 
ant days at Maisonette every year after that of 
my find. The Admiral was a courteous old gentle- 


man, hospitable and entertaining—a true type of 
the British sailor. He predeceased his wife. Mrs. 
Dawkins, Simon McGillivray’s only child, died three 
years ago. Sie was a devoted wife and mother, 
and one of my delights during the few years Ii 
had the pieasure of her acquaintance, was to hear 
her recount ail that she had heard of her 
father from members of the family who sur- 
vived him, for Mrs. Dawkins was born seven 
months after her father’s death. McGillivray 
was a highly educated and travelled man. 
Hundreds of pages of his writings, accounts 
of his travels and incidents of his life may be 
seen in his late daughter’s home, now the residence 
of two grand-daughters and two grandsons, one of 
whom, a bright boy of twelve, is proud of his name, 
John McGillivray Dawkins. That is how I found 
McGillivfay. It is just sixty years ago next Satur- 
day, the 9th of June, since Simon McGillivray was 
put away in the family vault of the Hasthope 
family, in Norwood Cemetery, near London. He 
was comparatively young—fifty-five years of age. 
Mrs. Dawkins told me that very often the Duke of 
Sussex would drive down to the city and spend an 
evening with her father in Suffolk Lane.” 

“What about Canadian pictures? Did you have 
as much trouble in securing them as English 
ones?” 

“ Nearly—but I never had such a hunt as I had 
for McGillivray’s. I found a capital oil of Bro. 
Jarvis, the first Provincial Grand Master, in the 
possession of his grandson, Bro. A\milius Jarvis, 
of Toronto. It is a good example of the work of 
some English painter. In this oil Jarvis is garbed 
as an officer of the Queen’s Rangers. There is also 
a pencil sketch of him as he sat in the Grand Lodge 
at York (Toronto) in 1804. That has been en- 
larged and is now in oil in the Craft room of the 
Temple building in Toronto. This find came to 


hand at first call—not so Dr. Kerr’s picture. Dr. 
Kerr was the rival of Bro. Jarvis. When the latter 
was P. G. M. at Niagara, Kerr was his deputy, and 
when in 1800-01 the Niagara brethren revolted at 
Jarvis’ rule, Kerr grasped the gavel of the schis- 
matic Grand Lodge in the old capital and ruled it 
well. Dr. Kerr was one of the best-known men at 
Niagara. He was surgeon of Sir John Johnson’s 
2nd Battalion and was surgeon to the Indian 
Department of Upper Canada. To find a clue to 
Dr. Kerr’s identity was a pleasant enough, though 
prolonged, task. Old military documents were 
unearthed in the Archives Department at Ottawa. 
The records of St. Mark’s church at Niagara were 
read line upon line; the civil records were scanned, 
but the results were confined to a statement of 
offices, both military and civil, held from 1792-1823. 

“JT found that his wife, who was a daughter of 
Sir William Johnson, by his second wife, Molly 
Brant, died in 1794, and was buried in St. Mark’s 
churchyard. Her tomb is there to this day. But 
of Dr. Kerr, old Niagarians knew little if anything. 
One old lady, who passed away some years ago, 
said that Dr. Kerr used to come to her father’s 
house in 1820, when she was but seven years of 
age, and she thought a daughter of Dr. Kerr had 
married a Gillespie, but where he lived or what he 
did she knew not, but he had left Niagara in 1828. 
This was a clue, slight indeed, but of value. I 
knew that there was only one family of the name 
of Gillespie in Canada likely to be connected with 
Dr. Kerr and that was the Gillespies of Montreal. 
The first post carried a letter to M. W. Bro. A. A. 
Stevenson, of Montreal, with a request that he 
would enquire of the Gillespies of that city and 
report. Bro. Stevenson performed his mission 
promptly. But then the Colonel is always prompt 
and obliging. Do you know that Bro. Alex. 
Mitchell and Bro. Stevenson are really the only 
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living links left between the present genera- 
tion of Craftsmen and those who took an active 
part in Quebec at the time of the union of the 
Grand Lodges in 1858. The return mail brought 
word that Dr. Kerr was the son-in-law of Sir 
William Johnson, but that no picture of him 
existed. If so, it was not on this side of the 
Atlantic; it might be on the other side. Sir 
Edward Gillespie, of Lombard street, London, Eng- 
land, was written to. He replied that his aunt was 
a daughter of Dr. Kerr, but that a picture of him 
had never been made. Shattered hopes again— 
the most energetic Mason of 1792-1822—all of his 
work but nothing of his form. It seemed as if the 
Craft would never view the face of the Masonic 
master mind of the first quarter of the century. But 
fortune favoured me, as it often has, and the next 
mail brought the welcome news that a miniature on 
ivory had been discovered by Sir Edward Gillespie. 
So the picture was found and its replica in oil, life 
size, hangs on the walls of the Blue Room in the 
Temple building, Toronto.” 

“I suppose you had many other experiences in 
securing engravings to illustrate your book?” 

“Yes, many; about a legion. The coin chapter 
gave me no end of trouble. Many of the coins 
were out of the ‘ boxes’ of the old lodges. Some 
came from a chest of one of the Niagara lodges, as 
for instance, the half-penny of George III. and the 
U. S. dollar of 1799. The French ecu or crown 
given, belonged to the Merchants’ Lodge, of Que- 
bec, 1764-70. It was one of the reign of Louis XIV. 
The army bills and bills of exchange are from the 
collection of Bro. Dr. Neilson, Surgeon-General of 
Canada. The Pretended Bank of Upper Canada 
bills are also his. But I had one belonging to the 
Grand Lodge of 1822-26, which had been paid to 
Bro. John Dean, Grand Secretary, by some of the 
Kingston lodges. I have reproduced two beautiful 
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views of the old city from the five and ten dollar 
bills of the Pretended Bank of Upper Canada, which 
are owned by Bro. Neilson. The U.S. cent of 1796 
belonged to lodge No. 12, Stamford. The Bank of 
England dollar belonged to Bro. William Jarvis. 
By the way, the early bills of exchange drawn by 
Jarvis were unique. The French franc of 1806 
belonged to a French trader who was a member of 
Adoniram Lodge in Amherstburg, and the Brock 
half-piece of 1816, and the same coin of Upper 
Canada, 1812, yes, and I think the same coin of 
1816, were picked up from the family of a descend- 
ant of an old treasurer of Rideau, the lodge at 
Burritt’s Rapids, which met as early as 1815-22. 
The table I have given in that chapter I compiled 
when I was on a trip to the West Indies in 1896. I 
zave a coupnle of hours a day to it for nearly two 
weeks. J had it revised by Mr. Scott and Mr. Haydn 
Horsey, of the Dominion Bank, Toronto, who were 
also on that trip. The table shows the value of all 
the coins in sterling, Halifax, New York and 
Canadian currency from 1777-1899.” 

“What a rare set of plates you have of the 
Goose and Gridiron Tavern.” 

“Yes, I have to thank Messrs. Searle & Hay, the 
architects, of Ludgate Hill, for those elevations, 
and Bro. Arthur Greenwood, of Bermondsey, S.E., 
the contractor who pulled down the old tavern and 
built the new warehouse on the site. He it was 
who gave me the bits of timber from the rafters 
which supported the floor of the room where the 
Masons met in 1717. I actually found in the cellar 
under the bar Indian coins of about 1400 or 1500, 
and a half-pence of 1717-19, dropped through some 
hole in the floor by a not over careful barmaid. I 
failed to find pictures of all the taverns where the 
Grand Lodge of England met, but of the Turk’s Head 
in Greek St., Soho, I found a sketch of part of the 
public room. There are no pictures of the Rummer 
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and Grapes Tavern, Canon Row, Westminster, ex- 
tant; nor of the Crown, in Parker St., Drury Lane, 
nor of the famous Apple Tree Tavern, in Charles 
street, Covent Garden. At the Turk’s Head the 
Grand Lodge of the Ancients was formed in 1751, 
and at the others the ‘ Four Old Lodges’ met. 

“In my seal chapter I had quite a time to find 
the first seal of the Grand Lodge of Canada, 1855. 
I forget where I found it, but I think it was on a 
document issued to either No. 20 or No. 209a in 
London by Bro. T. B. Harris, the Grand Secretary 
of the period. 

“Tt would take too long to tell you of the chase 
which Bro. Ehlers, the Grand Secretary of New 
York and I had for the warrants of the Detroit 
lodges of 1764 and 1794. Bro. Ehlers used to de- 
clare to me that he never had had the document, but 
Bro. John Barker and Bro. Herman Carter both 
declared that it was in the archives of New York. 
One day a literary Mason called on Ehlers. They 
chatted about Masonry and its history. No one 
can talk on that subject better than Hhlers. Well, 
in the course of the conversation HEhlers told his 
literary caller that the Grand Lodge of New York 
was the only organization of the kind that could 
show a provincial warrant. ‘Indeed,’ said the 
brother, ‘where is it?’ Off Ehlers posted to the 
safe and opening an envelope took from it the pre- 
vincial warrant of New York of about 1785, and as 
he cpened it to display it, out dronned the Detroit 
warrant of 1764. It was months before the gallant 
colonel recovered from the surprise. The old war- 
rant had been there for many years. The Grand 
Lodge of New York has sent the venerable docu- 
ment to Zion Lodge at Detroit. and also the Lower 
Canada warrant of 1794, which had been granted 
in that year by Thomas Ainslie, the D.G.M. of 
Lower Canada when Prince Edward, father of our 
Queen, was G.M. 
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“The fact is that there is some incident con- 
nected with every one of the five hundred pictures 
in the two volumes of my history. In some in- 
stances I failed to find other pictures that Il 
wanted. For instance, I have searched the world 
over for a portrait of General Simon Fraser, who 
led the Highlanders at Louisbourg and was with 
Wolfe at Quebec. He was the eldest son by the 
first wife, of Lord Lovat, who was beheaded in 
1747. The picture of his half-brother, Archibald, 
is offered for sale frequently as that of Simon 
Fraser. There is another picture that I wanted, 
that of Col. Christopher Carleton, nephew of Sir 
Guy Carleton. He was in the 29th Foot and died at 
Quebec in 1785. Then another face I would like to 
have had is that of Bro. Thos. Carleton, the first 
Governor of New Brunswick and also that of the 
Hon. Edward Cornwallis, uncle of Lord Corn- 
wallis, who surrendered at Yorktown. These 
three pictures will not, I suppose, ever be 
found. We have those of all of the P. G. M.’s 
of Upper Canada, but only of one Grand 
Secretary, Bro. Turquand, who held that office 
from 1822-1830. That of Bro. Sylvester Tif- 
fany of 1792 I cannot find, although his direct des- 
cendant, Bro. E. H. Tiffany, of Alexandria, Ont., 
has made every search for it. Neither has the 
picture of Bro. Davenport Phelps been found, but 
I have some hopes of it turning up some day. 
Phelps was the first Grand Secretary under Jarvis. 
The Hon. Robert Hamilton’s picture is not to the 
fore. He was the G. S. W. under Jarvis. Thanks 
to Bro. Dunstan of the Bell Telephone Com- 
pany, I have a fine picture of RW. Bro: 
Thomas Adams, a very worthy man, who was 
the last of the Provincial Grand Masters of the 
Niagara Grand Lodge. Bro. Dunstan’s wife is a 
granddaughter of Bro. Adams. Bro. George For- 
syth’s face is another one missing from the list. 
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Bro. B. E. Charlton, of Hamilton, gave me an excel- 
lent drawing of Smith’s Tavern in Barton in 1830. 
We have looked all over England for a picture of 
the Rev. Robt. Addison, of Niagara, the first Grand 
Chaplain. Miss Janet Carnochan, the historian of 
St. Mark’s Church, Niagara, can’t find it, so ’m 
afraid there is not much chance for me. 

“Some other day I will tell you of my search for 
MSS. and old documents. It puzzles me how old 
MSS. come one’s way. You are on the lookout 
but don’t find ; then some day you get a hint and 
follow up a trail, just as I did late one winter night 
when I found in a farmhouse some miles from 
Toronto the Jarvis warrant of 1792, and the minute 
books of the Niagara lodges from 1795-1822. Yes, 
I called on Bro. George Bennett the next morning 
at two o’clock and wakened him up to show him 
the warrant and MSS. for which we had searched 
all over Canada, England and the United States 
for nearly twenty years. The warrant and the 
MSS. had been locked away ever since 1817 when 
Jarvis died—just eighty-three years ago in 1900.” 
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These two volumes represent 16 years of labor on 
the part of the author, and they belong in the first 
rank of historical works. They will be read by 
every Mason with intense interest and pleasure, and 
even those outside the craft cannot overlook the 
place of this work in historical literature. 

Robert Freke Gould, author of the ‘‘ General 
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History of Freemasonry,” in a review said :— 


‘*The work is in the highest degree satisfactory, 
nor could the Masonic History of England’s most 
important colony have been presented in clearer or 
more picturesque form. 

The book is a library in itself, a model of diction 
and arrangement, and a striking example of origin- 
ality and power. . . . There is no doubt whatever 
of the position it will occupy for all time in the 
literature of the craft.” 
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